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8o saying he handed me this letter:
“Canterbury, Vt.,
“June 1.

*Dear Sir.—I am Interested in the
boy Barton Baynes, Good words about
him kave been flying around like
plgeons, When school is out I would
like to hear from you, what is the rec-
ord? What do you think of the soul
In him? What kind of work is best
for it? If you will let me maybe I
cun help the plans of God a little. That
I8 my business and yours. Thanking
you for reading this, I am, as ever,

“God's humble servant,
“KATE FULLERTON.”

“Why, this Is the writing of the Si-
tent Woman," I =ald before I had read
the letter half through.,

*Rovin' Kate?”

“Roving Kate; I never knew her oth-
er name, but I saw her handwriting
long ago.”

“But look—this is a neatly written,
weall-worded letter an' the sheet Is as
white and clean as the new snow. Un-
canny woman! They say she carries
the power o' God In he~ right hand.
So do all the wronged."

“I wonder why Kate is asking about
me,” 1 sald,

“Never mind the reason. She Is your
friend and let us thank God for It
Think how she came to yer help in the
old barn an' say a thousand prayers,
my lad.”

Having come to the first flight of
the uplonds, he left me with many a
kind word—how mnmiuch they mean to
n boy who 15 chooging his way with a
growing sense of loneliness!

I reached the warm welcome of our | evening on the Watertown stage.

lttle home just in time for dinner.

They were expecting me and It was ul

regular compnuy dinner—chicken ple
and strawherry shorteake.

How well T remember that hour with
the doors open and the sun ghiniog
brightly on the blossoming fields and
the jJoy of man and bird and beast in
¢he return of summer and the talk
about the late visit of Alma Jones and
Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln!

While we were enting
ahout the letter of old Kate.

“Fullerton!” Aunt Deel exclaimed.
“Are ye sure that was the name, Bart?"

“‘l'k"_‘:_"

“Goodness gracions snkes allve!l”

She and Uncle Peabody gave each
other looks of surprised inquiry.

“Do know anybody by

told them

that

S
name®" [ nsked.

"W uged to,” =nld Aunt Deel as she
resnmed her eating, “Can’t be she's
one o the Som Fuallertome n it?”

“Oh, probly not,” suld U

body. *“Buack East they’s mor 1l
tons than ye ¢ould shake a at."
Inter we hagd ur raising.

eabody did not want a public
1 but
way, We had hewed and mortised and
nored the timbers for our new home.
‘The nelghbors ecnme with pikes and
aelpied to rolse and stny and cover
them, A great amount of homan kind-
ness went into the benms nnd rafters
of that home and of others llke It. I
Enew that The Thing was still alive
in the neighborhood, but even that
conld not paralyze the helpful hands of
those people. Indeed, what was sald
of my Uncle Peabody wus
more or less than a kind of conversa-
tlonal firewood. 1 cannot think that
any ons really believed it.

We had a cheerful day. A barrel of
hard ecider had been set up in the door-
svard, and I remember that some drank
it too freely.
as they lifted on the pikes and the
sound of the hammer and beetle rang
in the alr from morning until night.
Mrs. Rodney Barnes and Mrs. Dorothy
came to help Aunt Deel with the cook-
Ing and a great dinner was served on
an lmprovised table In the dvoryerd,
where the stove was set up. The
shingles and sheathes and clapboard
were on before the duy ended.

Uncle Peabody and I put in the
floors and stairway and partitions,
More than once in the days we were
working together I tried to tell him
whit Sally had told me, but my cour-
age falled.

The day came, shortly, when I had
to speck out, and 1 took the stralght
way of my duty as the needle of the
compass pointed. It was the end of
a# summer day and we had watched the
dusk fili the valley and come ereeping
op the slant, sinking the bowlders and
thorn tops in its flood, one by one. As
we sat looking out of the open dpor
that evening 1 told them what Sully
hod told me of the evil report which
had traveled through the two towns,

“Dmmn, ltitle sooled, narrer con-
teacted—" Unele Peabody, speaking in
o low, sad tone, but with deep feeling,
cut oft this highly promising opinion
before It was hulf expressed, and rose
and went to the water pail and dronk.

“As lopg as we're honest we don't
ecnre whnt they say," he remarked as
Lie returmdd to his chalr,

“If they won't belleve un, we ought
to show 'em the papers—ayes,” said
Aunt Donl.
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“Thunder an' Jehu! I wouldn't go
‘round the town tryin' to prove that 1
ain't a thief," said Uncle Penbody. “It
wouldn't make ne differ'nce. They've
got to have somethin' to play with.
1t they want to use my name for a
beun bag let 'em as long as they do it
when I pin’'t lookin', I wouldn't won-
der if they got sore hands by an' by."

I never heard him speak of It again.
Indeed, although I knew the topic was
often in our thouoghts it was never
mentioned in our home but once after
that, to my knowledge.

Wa sat for a long time thinking as
the night eame on.

That week n letter eame to me from
the senator, snnouncing the day of
Mrs., Wright's arrival in Canton and
asking me to meet and assist her in
getting the house to rights. I did sgo.
She was a pleasant-faced, amiable
woman and a most enterprising house
cleaner, I remember that my frst
tnsk was mending the wheeibarrow,

“I don't know what Bilas would do
if he were to get home and find his
wheelbarrow broken,” sald she, *“It is
almost an inseparable companion of
his"

The schoolmaster and his family
were fishing and camping upon the
river, and &o I liyed at the senntor's
house with Mrs, Wright and her moth-
er until he arrived. What a wonderful
house It was, in my vilew! I was awed
by Its size and splendor, its soft car-
pets and shiny bLrass and mahogany.
Yot it was very simple.

I hoed the garden and cleaned Ity
paths and mowed the dooryard and did
some painting In the house,

The senator returned to Canton that
lle
greeted me with a futherly warmth,
Agaln I felt that strong appeal to my
eye in his broadeloth and fine linen
and beaver hat and In the splendid

| dignity and courtesy of his mannpers.

“Pye had good reports of you, Bart,
ond I'm very glad to see yon," he said. |

“L_ belleve your own marks have
heen excellent In the last year,” I ven-
tured,

“Poorer, than T could wish. The
tegcher has been very kind to me,” he
laughed. “What have you been study-
ing®"

“Latin (I nlways mentloned the
Latin first), algebra, arithmetic, gram-
niar, geography and history.”

He asked shout my aunt and uncle
ond T told him of all that had befallen
ue, save the one thing of which I had
gpoken only with him and Bally.

“T ghall go up to sec them soon,” he
snid.

The peaple of the little village had
lenrned that he proferred to be let
alone when he had Just returned over

Aunt Dew) had had ;:.-r|

nothing |

The he-o-hee of the men |

the long, wearlsome way from the
seene of his labors. So we had the
|i-r-.-nm_:_: to ourselves,

Mrs. Wright, being weary after the
day's work, went to bed early and, at
his request, T sat with the senator by
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| Remember My First Task Was Mend-
ing the Wheelbarrow.

the fire for an hour or 8o, I have al-
ways thought it o lucky circumstance,
for he nsked me to tell of my plung
and gave me advlee and encournge-
ment which Have pad s marked effeot
upon my eareer.

I remember telling him that I wished
to be a lawyer and my reasons for It
He told me that a lawyer was either a
pest or o servant of justice and that
his cllef nlm should be the promotion
of pence ond gond will in his commun-
ity. He promised to try and arrnnge
for my accommodation in his office In
the autumn and meanwhile to lend me
some hoolks to read while I was at
home,

“Before we go to bed let us have a
settlement,” said the semator, "“WIlI

you kindly sit down at the table there

and make Up & statement of Wi thi
time you have glven niq?” Ve

I made out the st oment very
Iy and carefully and put it 1o W
hands. s [

“That i5 ‘well done,” sald he. "I 8
wish you to stay until the day 3
morrow, If you will. So you will please
add another day." i

I amended the statement and he
me the handsome sum of seven dollar
I remember that after I went to my
room that night I stitched up the opens
fng in my jacket pocket, which con-
tained my wealth, with the needle and
thread which Aunt Deel had put in |y
bundle, and slept with the jucket un-
der my mattress.

i

CHAPTER XV.
| Use My Own Compass at a Fork In
the Road.

Swiftly now I move across the bor
der into manhood—a serlous, eager,
restless manhood, It was the fashion
of the young those days.

Mr. Wright came up for a doy's fish-
Ing in July, My uncle and I tock bim
up the river. ;

While we ate our luncheon he de-
seribed Jackson and spoke of the fa-
mous cheese which he had kept on a
table in the vestibule of the White
House for his callers. He described
his fellow senators—Webster, Clay,
Rives, Calhoun and Benton. I remem-
ber that Wehster was, in his view, the
legst of them, althdugh at his best the
greatest orator. We had a delightful
day, and when I drove back to the yil-
lege with him that night he told me
that I counld go into the office of Wright
& Baldwin after harvesting.

“It will do for a start,” he sald. “A
little later I shall try to find a better
place for you."

My life went on with little In It
worth recording until the letter cnme.
I spenk of it as “the letter,” because
of its effect upon my career. It was
from Sully, and it sald:

“Denr Bart: It's all over for a long
time, perhaps forever—that will de-
pend on you. I shall be true to you,
If you really love me, even if I have to
walt many, many years. Mother and
father saw and read your letter, They
say we are too young to be thinking
nhout love and that we have got to
stop it. How can I stop It? I gness I
would have to stop living, But we
shall have to depend upon our mem-
orles now. I hope that yours i8 as
good as mine, Father says no more
letters without his permission, and he
stamped his foot so hard that I thini:
he must have made a dent in the floor.
Talk about slavery—what do you think
of that? Mother snys that we must
walt—that 1t would make father a
great deul of trouble if it were kno
that I allowed you to write. I EF
the soul of old Grimshaw 18 still Yol
lowing you. Well, we must stretch pat
that lovely day as fav-os we oo,
the third of June, 1844, we shall Both
be twenty-one—and I suppose that we
can do as we please then, The day
is a long way off, but I will agrea to
meet you that day at eleven In the
morning under the old pine on the
river where I met you that day and
yvou told me thut you loved me. If
either or both should die our souls will
know where to find each other, JXf
you will solemnly promise, write these
words and only these to my wother—

your name.
“SALLY”

What a serlous matter It seemed to
me then! I remember that It gave
Time a rather slow fnot. 1 wrote the
words very neatly and plainly on @
sheot of paper and malled it to Mre
Dunkelberg, I wondered if Sally would
stand firm, and longed to know the
secreta of the future. More than evés
I was resolved to be the principal \\zti
ress in some great matter, as
friend in Ashery lane had put it L]

I was elght months with Wright &
Baldwin when I wns offered a elerks
ship in the office of Judge Westbrook,
at Cobleskill, in Schoharie county, at
two hundred a year and my board. I
knew not then just how the offer had
come, but knew that the senntor must’
have recommended me, I konow now
that he wanted a reliable witness of
the rent troubles which were growing
acute In Schoharle, Delaware and Oge
lumbia countles,

It was @ trial to go so far from
Lome, as Aunt Deel put it, bat both m§
aunt and uncle agreed that 1t was “for
the best.” '

How it wrung my heart, when Ms
Puryis and I got into the stnge at Cal
ton, to see my aunt and uncle standiag
by the front wheel looking up at mes
How old and lonely and forlorn they
looked! Aunt Deel had her purse
her band. T remember how ehe tgok @
dollar out of it—I suppose it was the
only dollar she had—and looked at it
a moment and then handed it up t0
me.

“You better take it,” she sald. “Im

[ 'frald you won't bave enough.”

How her hand and lips trembled] I
have always kept that dollar.

I couldn’t see them as we drove away.

The judge recelved me Lkindly and
gove Purvis a job in his garden. I’
was able to take his dictation frn syund-
kand and spent most of my time 'in
tnking down contracts and correspond-
en¢e and drafting them into proper
form, which I had the knack of dolng
rather neatly. I wag Impressed by the
lmmensity of certaln towns In the
neighborhood, and there were some
temptations in my way. Many people,
and especlally the prominent men, fo-
dulged In ardent splrits. h

We had near na there a little section
of the old world which was tryiog, ina
half-hearted fashion, to malntal it
self In the midst of a democracy, s Xt
was the manorial life of the pattsons
—n relic of anclent feudnlism which
had its begloning in 1629, when the
West Indles company lssued ita char

Amour omuin vinelt, but do not sign|

charter oifered to any memoer of the
company who should, within four
years, bring fifty adults to the New
Netherlands and establish them along
the Hudson, a liberal grant of land, to
be called a manor, of which the owner
or patroon should be full proprietor
and chlef mogistrate. The settlera
were to be exempt from taxation for
ten years, but under bond to stay in
one place and develop it In the be-
gioning the patroon built houses and
barns and furnished cattle, seed and
tools, The tenants for themselves and
their helrs agreed to pay him a fixed
rent forever In stock and produce and,
further, to grind at the owner's mill
and neither to hunt nor fish,

Judge Westbrook. In whose office 1
worked, was counsel and collector for
the patroons, notably for the maunors
of Livingston aod Van Renssalaer—
two little kingdoms in,the heart of the
great republie.

Mr, Louis Latour of Jefferson coun-
ty. whom I had met in the company of
Mr, Dunkelberg, came during my last
year there to study law in the office of
the judge, a privilege for which he was
Indebted to the influence of Senator
Wright, I understood. He was a gay
Lotharlo, always boasting of his love
affalrs, and I had little to do with him,

One day in May near the end of my
two years in Cobleskill Judge West-
brook gave me two writs to serve om
settlers in the nelghborhood of Bald-
win Heights for nonpayment of rent.
He told me what I knew, that there

iy
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A Blg, Rough Dresfed, Bearded Man
Stood in the Middle of the Road

With a Gun on His Shoulder,
. --'..-t.--u..A’J-'u-— L e v
wis bitter feeling against the patroons

In that vicinity and that T might en-
counter opposition to the service of
the writs: If so I was not to press the
matter, but bring them back and he
would give them to {he sheriff,

* “I do not Insist on your taking this
tesk upon you," he added. “I want a
man of tact to go and tallkk with these
people and get their point of view, If
you don't care to undertake it I'll send
‘another man.”

“I think I would enjoy the task,” 1
gitid In Ignorance of that hornet's nest
back in the hills.

“Take Purvis with you,” he sald
“He can take care of the horses, and
as those baclk-country folkc are a lttle
Iawless it will be just as well to have
g witness with you, They tell me that
Purvis 18 a man of nerve and vigor."

T had drafted my letters for the day
and was about to close my desk and
glart on my journey when Louls La-

4| tour came in and announced that he

had brought the writs from the judge
and was golng with me.

“T wouldn't miss It for a thousand
dollars,” he remarked. “By Jovel 1
think we'll have a bully time.”

“I don't ohject to your golng but
you must remember that I am In com-
mand,” I said, a little taken back, for
I had np good opinion either of his
prudence or his company.

“The judge told me that I could go
but that I should be under your or-

| ders,” he answered. “T'm not golng to

be a fool, I'm trying to establish a
reputation for good sense myself."

We got our dinners and set out soon
after one o'clock,. I had read the
deeds of the men we were to visit.
They were brothers and lived on ad-
Joining farms with leases which cov-
ered three hundred and fifty acres of
Jand., Thelr great-grandfather had
sgreed to pay a yearly rent forever of
glxty-two bushels of good, sweet, mer-
chantable, winter wheat, eight yearling
cattle and four sheep In _good flesh and
gixteen fat hens, all to be delivered in
the eity of Albany on the first day of
January of each year. So, feeling that
I was enganged In a just cause, I brave-
ly determined to serve the writs if
possible,

I rode in silence, thinking of Sally
and of those beautiful days now reced-
ing into the past and of my aunt and
unele, I had written o letter ¢o them
every week and one or the other had
answered it. Between the lines I had
detected the note of loneliness. They
had told me the small news of the
countryside, How narrow and mo-
notonous it all seemed to me thenl!
Rodney Barnes had bought a new
farm; John Axtell had been hurt in a
runaway; my white mare had got 8
spavin!

“Hello, misterl”

1 started out of my reveries with a
ittle jump of surprise, A big, rongh-
dressed, bearded man stood fn the mid-
d_!ledtherondwlthummhtl

(TO BE CONTINUED)
a homely man mway have W
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Three flavors to
suit all tastes.
Be SURE to get

in its air-tight

sealed package.

A goody that Is
worthy of vour
lasting regard
because of ifs
fasting aquality.

At a Bargain.
“I would give a thousand pounds to
have a little boy llke you as my own,”

suld an elderly lndy to Tommy.
CUPNG LS R rare TotTOF mioney; sty |
ma'nm? queried Tommy, with wide-

open eyes.

“Not for me,” smiled the lady, “be-
cause I've got lots of money and no
little children.”

“Mother wouldn't let you have me
for vood" snld Tommy slowly, but
with convietion, “but—but you may
hold my hand for sixpence,”"—Irom
Blighty, London.

One can often mensure o man’'s
debts by the ¢nt of lils clothes,

The -from throne to

thrown,

worltl moyes

Very Much So.
“T will tell you a secret.

Cuticura Soothes Itching Scalp
On retiring gently rub spots of dan-
druff and itching with Outicura Olnt-

ment., Next morning shampoo with
Cuticura Soap and hot water. Make
them your every-day tollet preparations
nnd have a clear skin and soft, white
hands.—Ady.

Artificinl legs and arms were in use
in Egypt as early at 700 B, C,

Until you do a thing, “efliclency™

is only n theory.

' Crackproof Felt

| Waterproof Asphalt

gles flexible,

ing off and
windstorma,

the Roof for You-~

AREY Shingles are surfaced with nat-
ural red or green fadeless slate. This
reduces your fire risk and insurance

premiums, Theseshinglesrequire no paint-
ing. Up-keep
ished. And the farm buildings have a pros-
perous ‘‘kept up”’ appearance at all times.

The Asphalt and wool felt make the shin-

even a poor surface. The sun’s heat does
not dry out Carey Shingles, They never
split or curl. On the contrary they stick
together, protect the nail heads from rust-

GET THIS FREE FOLDER.
pared a beautiful folder in colors describing Carey
Shingles fully and showing them used on all kinds
of buildings. We will be very glad to mail

@ u?y of this
kind of bullding you are going to roof and the
approximate size.

THE PHILIP CAREY COMPANY
£08.528 WAYNE AVE. LOCKLAND, CINCINNATI, O,

expense is practically abol-

easy to lay over aa old roof or

absolutely defy the seyerest

We have pre-

if you will write us and state t




